CLEMENTINA	gft*
because you would be sorry for destroying my peace of
mind.3 So saying she ran off. The count cried—
cDear Clementina is rather too romantic, but she will
grow out of that.'
We then went to bid good morning to the countess, whom
we found nursing her baby.
'Do you know, my dear sister/ said the count, 'the
chevalier is in love with Clementina, and she returns his
affection.'
'I should be delighted,' said the countess, smiling, cto I>e
related to him by marriage.'
The word marriage is a magic word that often admits of
a more flattering construction. I bowed low in acknowledg-
ment, though I must admit that that particular word always
touched a very sensitive chord in my heart.
Next day I rose early, and went to wish the sisters good
morning in their room. The Countess Eleonora was dressed;
but Clementina was still sleeping.
'My sister,' said Eleonora, cwas reading till three o'clock
this morning. These books will drive her crazy. Let us play
her a trick; lie down beside her.'
I lay gently down. The pretty sleeper stirred, and threw
out an arm, thinking it was her sister by her side. When
she turned and wished that mock sister good morning with
a kiss, Eleonora's burst of laughter surprised her.
'Very pretty!' said she ironically, 'and I congratulate you
both.'
'And I,' said I, 'have received the first kiss of my beauti-
ful Hebe!'
'It counts for nothing; I thought I was kissing my sister/
'No matter, the kiss has produced its effect. lolas is
rejuvenated.'
'Love watches us/ she said, 'and mocks our danger!'
'Let us lay down our arms before him/ said I.
'No/ said she, 'for he would turn and rend us. But i/
mere kisses can kill, then let us die!'

